364             MASCAT AND ITS INHABITANTS     [CnAr. XVII

once more, even for so short a trip; Yoosef-ebn-Khamees looked
as if he did not like it much either. However, we had no other
practicable way of reaching Mascat, so we trimmed the boat,
and our sturdy blacks pulled away till we rounded the first
long cape to the east; behind it next appeared a small rocky
bay, where nestled a few houses; and then came a second and
longer granite promontory, far out into the sea; we passed it,
and immediately afterwards entered the harbour of Mascat.
The port was full of shipping, and all alive with boats and
sailors; four good-sized frigates, provided with guns, bulwarks,
and a complete European rigging-out, might have led me to
suppose that European craft were here also; but the red pennon
of Thoweynee, the ancestral banner of Yemen, fluttering from
each masthead, showed the ships to be the property of the
'Oman government. We rowed up the harbour, and landed on
a point of rock near the custom-house; but being without bag-
gage, had no formalities to undergo there, and passports are not
required in this territory.

Mascat, or at least its harbour, forts, and buildings, has been
often and sufficiently described. Niebuhr, Welsted, and many
others have made here, some a longer, and some a shorter stay;
not to mention that English steamers on their backward and
forward way between Bombay and Basrah5 touch here regularly
twice in every month, though their anchorage is only for a few
hours. I may therefore be excused from several items of local
detail, and intend describing the living and moving, rather than
the brick and stone town, besides recording what incidents (they
were not many) of general interest here befel me, with the
particulars of a small excursion in the neighbourhood.

The hospitality of a Has?a merchant, Astar by name, and
long since a settler in Mascat, provided Yoosef and myself with
lodging, board, and raiment. For three days I was too tired to
attempt much roaming about; and the businesslike way of our
host and the friends who frequented his house, left less leisure
than might elsewhere have occurred for general conversation.
Besides Astar was a Mahometan, though fortunately not a
Wahhabee, and we were now in the month of Ramadhan, when
all good Mahometans are fasting and sulky, or at best silent.
On the fourth day after our arrival, having been by this time